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WITNESSED STATEMENT SERIES:

GEORGE LOVE, tobacco auc-

tioneer, has seen Luckies buy
the Cream of every Crop. ‘So
Luckies,” he says, “have been
my favorite for 21 years.”
Most other independent tobacco experts smoke Luckies.

Havelyountried
@ malay llentalhys
RECENT tobacco crops have been outstanding in quality.
New methods, developed by the United States Government and the States, have helped the farmer grow finer
tobacco. As independent experts point out, Luckies have
always bought the cream of the crop. Thoroughly aged,

these fine tobaccos are now ready for your enjoyment.
And so Luckies are better than ever. Have you tried a
Lucky lately? Try them for a week. Then you'll know why
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Brother And Sister
® By Ambrose Nakao

As this story bears out the fact that the
path to authorship is fraught with peril,
we hope it will have a sobering influence
on aspiring literateurs who lack sufficient mental balance to withstand the
genuine hardships of wooing the Muse.

‘«“ .. And Tom is doing fine... ” Sister
Agnes’ eyes involuntarily gleamed as she read
those words. She eagerly went on to the next

and blankets which she had pulled off from
the bed. A chair was upset, and a drinking
glass rolled on the floor.
“Fanny!” the nun called again, as she began
rearranging the furniture. Fanny wrung her

hands and sobbed vehemently. She had been
brought to St. Mary’s Asylum the previous fall
for melancholia.

sentence; but, alas! it treated of something

else. The letter came to an end without another
mention of her brother. Why didn’t Mrs. Vane

write more about him? (Sister Agnes and her
younger brother Thomas had been adopted by

the Vanes upon the untimely death of the
former’s parents.) Anyhow, she now knew that
Tom was doing fine. She folded the letter care-

fully and put it away in a corner of her desk.
The nuns at St. Mary’s Asylum received few

letters; and they wrote fewer.
Sister Agnes stood at her window in a
reminiscent mood. Twilight was falling. Some-

how she felt uneasy about her brother. He had

A piercing laugh was heard from an adjacent cell; then came a torrent of angry and
abusive words. That was old Woods in No.

210...

Thus all day, Sister Agnes and her

fourteen companions moved from cell to cell,
and from ward to ward, on a mission of mercy

and self-sacrifice. Their sleep was regularly
interrupted by the screaming calls of their

patients. They had hardly time to eat—much
less did they have time to write letters. But
Sister Agnes often remembered her brother,

and oftener prayed for him.
*

*

aR

“Tom, I am surprised,” gravely observed Mr.

the house—a shriek, followed by another, and

Vane as he looked steadily into the boy’s face.
Tom stood before him in the middle of the
room, head erect and hands deep in his coat
pockets. Mrs. Vane sat in a chair to her husband’s right. She pressed her hands against her

yet another. The nun hastily left her room,

brow, while her shoulders quivered.

always been such a wayward child, and never

a favorite with his adoptive parents.
A shriek rang through the long corridors of

and made straight for cell No. 203. A succes-

sion of hysterical sobs came from behind the
door. She unlocked it, and stepped in boldly.

“Fanny!” she said, sternly, yet soothingly.
A woman with disheveled hair was writhing
on the floor in a corner, amid a heap of pillows

“I never expected such language from one
who calls himself—hem—my son.” The hesitation made the gentle reproach into bitter
mockery.
“JT will not go back to Bellman High School,”

retorted Tom, defiantly.
Page three

“Oh, Tom!” murmured Mrs. Vane, as she
moved uneasily in her chair.

room. His walk was slow and heavy; but his
heart was heavier. He recalled Father Sterne’s
last words: “Tom, you are going to graduate

During the long silence that ensued, neither

from Bellman High School. But let me tell you

the man nor the boy lowered his eyes. At last
Mr. Vane raising his head, saw above the boy’s
head, a picture of the Good Shepherd in a small
frame hung above the door. He broke the
silence.

that you should have been expelled a year
ago.” What bitterness of spirit was Tom’s!

“Don’t you think that Father Sterne deserves
an apology from you?”
“I don’t. He was unjust to me.”
With this the interview had ended; but as a
matter of fact, Tom did go back to Bellman
High School; and he did apologize to Father
Sterne. He was now a broken boy though—
broken completely in spirit. Then his self-

=

*
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“Tom,” coldly observed Mr. Vane as soon
as the breakfast dishes were cleared away, “do
you realize that you are no longer a high
school student?”

It was the morning after the Commencement
Exercises at Bellman High School. Tom nodded
a sad affirmative.
He visualized his whole
high school career, and recognized it as a

miserable failure.
“Let me hear your plans for the future,” re-

lentlessly pursued his foster-parent.

respect would clamorously assert its rights. He

would not brook the contempt of his fellowstudents.

“TI have applied for a job,” answered Tom,
dejectedly.

Tom was no athlete; but he would “shine.”
When a local magazine advertised for a story,
he eagerly responded. He devoted his entire
time to writing his contribution. Neglected
homework piled up on his desk. He was punished by his teachers for laziness; and such
punishment was humiliating. But he still had
hopes. He would “shine.’”’ He would show the
world that he was an author. When the contest closed, his story won fourth prize. He

“At the Western Herald’s,” put in the other;
“but they refused to consider it.”
Tom recalled the details of the event. College graduates with years of training in journalism were applying for the same job. And he
could not even present his credentials. Father
Sterne loved his school too well.
He would inquire at the head-office of the

received a check for $2 through the mail.
But the story was not published. No one at

head hopelessly; he almost felt an indefinable

school ever heard of it. Tom was punished
again and again for laziness. He lost all his

pity at the lad’s inexperienced audacity. Tom’s
application mailed to the foreman in Shoe

friends. Young as he was, he felt that he was
not beginning life as he should. Fits of melan-

Factory remained unanswered. Days, weeks

choly seized him, during which all energy for
work deserted him.
June came—and graduation. There was gen-

eral excitement in the air. Hopes, dreams, expectations surged in the hearts of the students.
Plans for the future were intimately discussed
among the Seniors. Tom shunned his companions, and they shunned him.

Journal for an opening. Mr. Vane shook his

went by—and months. At the beginning of
October, Tom was still without a job. His
twenty-two classmates were all busy. Eight of
them had gone to college. The others were

“salaried men.” The fear of meeting them unexpectedly haunted him. When he saw any one
of them coming down the street, he made an
abrupt turn. If evasion were not feasible, he

pretended not to know them. Yet he could not
honestly deny the fact that whereas his former
classmates were now useful citizens, he was

One afternoon, during the week of the final
examinations, Tom received a summons from
the principal. He walked into Father Sterne’s
office. He was in no mood to see the priest. The

just a “bum.” He avoided them even at church.
He never arrived before the Offertory; he

latter was conscious of a tangible antagonism.
Ten minutes later, Tom emerged from the

Tom had developed a painful cough that
never left him. Mrs. Vane advised him to stay

Page four

never heard the last Gospel.

at least one day in bed, and get rid of it completely. But Tom’s mind was set on something
besides his health. One cold, drizzling November night, with a manuscript in his pocket, he
trudged down the street. His destination was
the editor’s office in the large publishing establishment of the Millsaps Monthly. As he neared
the vast brick edifice, he involuntarily tightened his grasp on his roll of papers.

He rang the bell and asked to see the editor.

No, the editor can’t be seen—he’s busy—will
be so till midnight—must come another time,
said the thin, sallow youth who had opened the

door. As he was about to close the door, Tom,
with the courage of despair, pulled out his
manuscript.

“Could you take this to him?” he pleaded.
The young employee said nothing, but took the
copy and went in. Tom waited—an hour—two
hours. The drizzling rain changed into snow.
It grew bitter cold. His persistent cough returned. Once, after a spell of violent coughing,

he thought he tasted blood in his mouth...

Tom staggered upstairs to his room. He
flung himself on his bed, fully dressed—even
to his dripping shoes. His head swam; he attributed the feeling to hunger, for he had

fasted all day. Presently consciousness drifted
from him...
*

*

e

He woke up in a strange room, in a bed that

was not his own. The smell of powerful disinfectants lingered on the air. He tried to move,
to turn his head, but could not, for sheer weakness. He surmised that he was in some hospital

ward. He tried to recall his last conscious act,
but the effort was futile.
Someone

the

entered

room.

It

was

the

physician.
“Young man,” said the medical man gravely,
“why weren’t you brought here a month or two
ago? You have consumption. You must relax

completely. Give your mindarest.”
“Never!” cried Tom vehemently. He suddenly
remembered his great dream—to be an author,

yes, an author! The physician perceived the

At 11:45 the office door opened, and the
young man with the sallow complexion ap-

peared in the doorway, wrapped in a long
black coat.
“What? you still here?” he exclaimed, looking genuinely surprised.
“Yes, sir,’ murmured Tom, almost in tears.
“And what about...’ He could not finish the
sentence.

“Oh, about that? The boss says it’s no good.”
With that he walked away.
Tom reached home about two o’clock. He did
not know how he got there through the blind-

ing snow, but he did. Seeing a light in the living
room, Tom rapped on the shutter. Presently the

door opened, and Mrs. Vane looked out.

extreme agitation of the patient. Before he
left, he gave detailed instructions to the attending nurse.

Tom called for paper and pencil. At first the
nurse protested, but seeing that her patient
was rapidly growing furious, she yielded. Tom

wrote day and night. He would doze for a brief

space, then resume his writing. The physician

insisted that his papers be confiscated. The lad
threatened violence . . . Meanwhile his health
rapidly declined. His hacking cough was always
followed by a profuse expectoration of blood.

He kept his papers under his pillow—not even
his nurse, Sister Paula, was allowed to touch
them. He wrote continually and at all hours of
the day and night. If any one tried to remonstrate with him, abuse and threats of violence
were his reward.

“You are terribly late,’’ she said sternly as
soon as she saw Tom. Tom didn’t want a re-

proach. He couldn’t take it—not under the
He wished his dead mother
circumstances.
back, or at least his sister whom he had not

seen since she left for the convent. Tom did not

One

afternoon

in

December,

strange

a_

physician called at his bedside. He seemed
very pleasant, joked a great deal, and laughed
even more. Tom regarded him with suspicion

and

antagonism;

nor

were

his

suspicions

open his mouth. He passed by his adoptive
mother, tottering as he did so. She looked at
him searchingly. How ill he looked! How miserable the expression on his face! His clothes

groundless, for suddenly the visitor demanded

were soaked—likewise his shoes.

‘copse’?”’

:

in an imperious tone:
“Tell

me,

how

do

you

spell

the

word,
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Tom’s eyes flashed. His lips quivered with

under his pillow. Once I tried to take them

indignation. At last he managed to blurt out:

away from him for the doctor had said that he

“Who sent you here to find out if I am grow-

should rest his mind. He almost bit my hand.”
There was no bitterness in the nun’s tone of

ing insane? I know you think I am mad! Think
what you please! Spell ‘copse’! Did you think
that I never heard of those tests for insanity?”
The medical man said not a word; he looked
steadily into the boy’s eyes, as if checking for

symptoms. Tom’s rage knew no bounds. “Get
out this instant!” was all he could manage to

say. As the man lingered, the patient looked
around for a missile. The physician shook his
head gravely, yet knowingly, and disappeared

behind the door. “I am not mad!” screamed
Tom after him. ‘Come back if you are not a
coward!” With that the boy fell back on his
pillow, exhausted.
When he opened his eyes, he saw two men

lugging out the medicine chest that occupied a
corner of the room. Everything else had been
already removed—even the rug on the floor.
floor. When the chest was taken out, one of the
men locked the door from the outside. After

that, the door was always locked.

A week after the above incident, Mrs. Vane
called at Nazareth Hospital. Mother Pauline,
Superioress of the nuns at the institute, advised
her not to see the patient; but she called in
Sister Paula who attended on Tom.
“He is very difficult to manage,” admitted
Sister Paula, young but quite emaciated from

voice. “As for his health, he is growing rapidly
worse. He vomits blood practically every night

when that terrible cough seizes him.”

Mrs. Vane returned home with a worried
countenance. Why wasn’t Tom like his sister?
x

*

&

“Yes, Sisters, we were exceptionally busy
this winter at Nazareth Hospital,” said Mother
Pauline, as she looked with a beaming smile
upon the fifteen familiar faces gathered around
her. Mother Pauline had just arrived at St.

Mary’s Asylum on a brief visit, and she was
dispensing the news about her community and
their activities.

“Sister Augusta took ill and had to be put
in bed for a fortnight—just when we were so

busy, too. Sister Eugenia is growing prematurely old—you know how she worries.” All
the nuns smiled. The visitor continued:

“Every cell was occupied, and all the common wards were packed. By the way, old Mrs.

Anderson died. Perhaps Sister Miriam may
have known her?” One of the nuns nodded.
“Well, she died—God rest her soul! There was

also a Lutheran girl who died of pneumonia.
She died a Catholic. We had just one more

death. You see there were three in all, which is

quite a record. The boy’s name was Thomas

excessive work. “He speaks to no one. And if

Vane.”’

anyone addresses him, he has but one greeting,
‘Get out! Who said I was crazy?’ He is writing
all day and all night. He keeps his manuscripts

One of the nuns abruptly left the room. I¢
was Sister Agnes.

VICTORY
Such love as mine cannot be pure,

If love of God alone so be;
But can my throbbing heart endure
The thought of such a purity?

The love of God—of God alone—
Is ’biding pledge of inward rest;

I glad would claim that peace mine own:
The price, the rendering of my breast!

Then let my breast be rent and torn:
To break were better than to bend!
Though passion’s victim was born
May I not conquer—in the end?

—AMBROSE NAKAO.
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Private Papers Of A Band Leader
@ By Dick Skapik
In which is brought to light the secret
dossier so long awaited by the public,
one which provides an eyeful of highly
significant and truly astounding data
contained in a baton-whirler’s fan-mail.

LL orchestra leaders die young. Yes sir, I
know, because some guy told me so. If
you don’t believe me now, perhaps you will
after you read the following letters. I have
taken advantage of this magazine to answer a
few of the many queries that I receive from

people who desire information about music and
orchestras. (For a long time I wondered why I
received so many letters. Then I came to the
conclusion that people write to me because my
band is famous for being the only one in the
country that has three saxaphonists who can
change a pair of socks during an eight-measure

tion that will make you want to dance. “Please”
is pretty and “‘Margie”’ is hot.
Dear Mr. Skeptic,
For quite some time these questions have

bothered me. Would you please answer them?
1. What is the big idea? 2. Do you think
it is necessary for me to puta tail light on my
aceordion?
3. What time is it?
Stuben B. Klatz.

2. Modern
no.
Answer: 1. Definitely
saxaphonists are almost one hundred per cent
agreed that soft pine two-by-fours are definitely
passe for use as baritone reeds. 3. Little Jack
Little is not broadcasting lately. He was banned
from the air in 1922 for shouting “Oh, Heck”
in a moment of indignation when his guitar
player broke a string during broadcast.

rest.) Here are the letters:

Dear Mr. Skapic,
The other day I heard a recording. Can you

Dear Mr. Skapip,
I have been studying the violin for fourteen
years. Now my teacher tells me I can put the
strings on it. Do you think he knows his
business?
=
Ethelbert Blitzfuddle.
Answer: I urge you to change to another

tell me what it was? It had a saxaphone in it,
I think; and there was a drum in it too—all
sorts, I think. I have been collecting records for
days, and I thought I had all of them, but this

one has me stumped, I think.
Bewildered.
Answer: Undoubtedly the recording to
which you refer was made by the “Budapest

teacher at once. Your present instructor is
attempting to advance you much too rapidly.

String Quartet”? and conducted by Cab Callo-

Dear Mr. Spizak,

first violin; Joe Hellbach, second violin; Jep

I intend to form a washboard band because

of your’s and Benny Goodman’s success. Would

way. Following is the personnel: Fats Waller,
Walther, cello; Ted Lewis, bass.

you advise one washboard or two?

Dear Mr. Skaypick,

Pendergast Fargenswallow.
Answer: In any event this depends upon
the size of your laundry. If you have more than

1. Do you have to know much about music to
2. What do orchestra
lead an orchestra?

six dirty shirts per week, use two.
Dear Mr. Skeezix,
Would you please review Joe Blow’s recording’s for the month of August?

Randy Mergentroid.

Answer: The recordings are “Isle of Golden
Dreams,” “Tessie Stop Teasing Me,” “Please,”
and “Margie.” These are the best sides issued

by this famous band in many months. “Isle”
features a marvelous zither solo played as only
Joe can; while “Tessie” is a sizzling syncopa-

Would you answer these questions for me?

leaders do in their spare time?
Red Apfelbaum.
Answer: 1. It is all the “bunk” that you must

know something about music to lead. All you
need is a strong right arm and the ability to
handle a gat. 2. In their spare time most

orchestra leaders either eat,
pinochle or pay their union dues.

sleep,

play

Now do you believe that orchestra leaders
die young? I bet by now you are thinking I am

one that should.
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There’s A Hitch To It
@ By Frank Baker
Such an obviously simple mode of travel
as hitch-hiking would seem to require no
rules or formal method of procedure.
Nevertheless, we feel the author has
done a commendable service in providing
this form of popularized manual, which
should benefit beginners and professionals alike.

S ve you know who I am. You see me on

all the highways from Maine to California

and Washington to Florida every day during

the summer months. I might have been carrying
a dufflesbag when some of you saw me, and
then again it might have been a suitcase, but no
matter what I was carrying I always used that
educated thumb on you.
That’s it, I’m a hitch-hiker—a member of
that great army of the “Knights of the Road.”

Well, this is just a little note from me to you,

to let you in on some of the many secrets of
our

mystical brotherhood.

But first let’s make sure we all agree on what
hitch-hiking is. There—some one said it, we are
the highest form of bums. This may sound like

very little to some of you, but we are
highschool and college graduates, professional men,
authors, and just plain boys, each out for his

own particular reason.

And now that we understand each other,
you’re asking what are some of these reasons.
Of
course I won’t attempt to answer for every
one,

but I’ve done my 10,000 miles first for fun,

secondly to learn, in a much more interesting
way, a little of the history and geography
of
the nation in which I live. Naturally you
can
get all this in a textbook, but what is more
interesting than to see something first hand,
and

what’s more, easy to remember. Thirdly to learn

the seemingly dormant art of conversati
on.
How many of you ever thought just how
im-

portant in obtaining work it is to be able
to
present yourself without sounding like a
braggart?

But then this isn’t an English lesson, so we’ll

just drop it at that. In addition to these three
Page.eight

main reasons, I’ve had the opportunity offorded
me to meet some very interesting people, and
at the same time to chalk down a few mistakes
in the column of experience which are
never
to be repeated.

Statistics tell us that there are enough auto-

mobiles and trucks in the United States in
operation to transport the entire nation in
mechanized vehicles. Therefore it is no wonder
that the United States is the “promised land”

for hitch-hikers. But, as the East is the
most
populated section of the country, so is it the
most invaded section, in regard to hitch-hikers
.
Logically then, your success as “thumber’”
’
depends to a great extent upon the part of
the

country in which you do your traveling. For

instance, if you take a trip from the East
out to
Yellowstone National Park you will find
the
percentage of cars which give you a lift
very

low in comparison to the number of cars that
pass you up, as far as Minneapolis, and from
there West there will be a noticeable increase
in the number of rides per number of cars.
At any rate hitch-hiking today has beco
me

considerably harder than in former years.

Hardly a night goes by that you don’t pick
up
the evening paper and read an account of
someone being robbed or murdered by a “thug
” that
he picked up. It is no wonder then that so
many
people refuse to give anyone a ride for
fear of
their life. Frankly, I don’t blame them in
the
least. I know that I would never pick anyo
ne
up if I were drivinga car.
There seems to be, however, many brave
citizens still living, who don’t hesitate to
give
you a ride and these are my means of trans
portation, at least for another four years. Your
age,
let me remind you, is a very important facto
r

in the Art of Hitch-hiking. It is much simpler

for a boy to get a ride than a man, so if you
are
formulating any ideas as to a trip via
the
thumb, don’t put it off too long.
For any of you that might be bitten by the

bug, or feel the call of the open road, let me

give a few suggestions:

1. Where do you want to go? This is a most
important question. Ever since we were kids
we've all had some place that we always

you take. I have always taken a camping trip,
in that I usually brought two blankets and a
raincoat for sleeping. The country is practically

wanted to see. Well, make up your mind and
don’t let anyone change it for you. You’re the
one that is taking the trip, so it’s entirely up

covered with State parks where you can roll
out your blankets and sleep. However, if you
intend sleeping in a hotel or Tourist Home, just
drop the blankets and add a dollar for each
night out.

to you.
2. Now that you know where you are going,
get a map. In planning your trip you will find
it best to take a course as nearly straight as
possible, but take in all the bigger cities that
are anyway near the straight line from your
home to your destination, because you will find
these roads most traveled.
3. Next in importance is your appearance. It
is only natural that the better you look to an
approaching motorist the better chance you
have of getting a ride. This does not necessarily mean your Sunday best, but more important your cleanliness. I have made use of
my Boy Scout uniform on all my jaunts, and

found that it carries a lot of persuasion on my
hosts. However, the idea is to take on an air
of respectability for most success.

4. The only thing to think of now, before we

5. And here it is, a bright sunshining morning and we’re out on the road at the edge of

town. This is the best place to stand for a pickup, and the best time to start is about six-thirty,

as you will catch the men who are out early to
avoid traffic through the city.

6. Now this may seema bit crazy, but pick
the car you want a ride in, and make it one of
the newer ones. Some of you might say a ride is
a ride, but if you want to ride in style and
make mileage, the new cars are the ones to give
it to you.

Now I’ve given you some rules that will help
you a lot but I might add that to gain the most

enjoyment from your trip that you take along
a little notebook and keep a diary. And if you

start, is how much money to take along with

are fortunate enough to

us and what we will need to take with us. Of
course the size of your pocketbook depends a

repute, have them give you their autograph.

great deal upon how far and how long you
intend to be gone. I have always figured on
fifty cents a day when alone and I think it is
quite sufficient if you spend your money

meet any men of

This is the best proof for home-loving doubtingThomases.
From here on it is up to you. Get out of that
rut and hit the open road, and when you again

sensibly. As to what to carry with you, this

arrive at the old homestead you won’t hesitate

depends a great deal upon what type of trip

to say, “Thumb fun.”

MY EVENING PRAYER
It is the hour,
The hour when the day is done:

Ah, peace descends on wood and bow’r—
I suff’r alone.
The heavens fill
With glory of the parting day;
The homebound birds sing high and shrill—

Alone I pray.
Alone, alone,
Myself at Jesus’ feet I throw.

Will Jesus from His lofty throne
Have pity—now?
—AMBROSE NAKAO.
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- « e Promenade The Hall”
@ By Margaret Jergens

If it is not too great an annoyance that
I write again in the form of a letter, I
should like to tell of some recent experience. This letter will be addressed to my
English pen-pal, Rosamund, who would
be glad (I hope) to hear that I am still
in existence after pulling through exam
week with but a few bruises and several
minor lacerations. (These latter were
self-inflicted trying to put a few fragments of knowledge into this wooden
head.)

Dayton, Ohio,
March 8, 1939.
My Dearest Rosamund:

Well, here it is—my monthly message. It
could have been much earlier, but as usual I
was in the “rut’”’ of my old failing quality, procrastination. But now that I am again in the

“groove” I shall begin to tell all—all that is
left after being practically drained dry when
all seven exams were finished. That “in the
groove” something-or-the-other a little farther
up on the page is a sample of the slanguage
used by the modern “‘jitterbugs.”’ If you do not
understand you simply are strictly “long underwear. And I am afraid that I am “it.” It
means that a person is on the floor going
through the physical contortions that all the

rest of the maniacs are performing. Personally
I fail to see anything wherein pleasure can be
derived. The music that goes along with such
proceedings—well, I think it is too abominable
to mention—but don’t take everything I say as
the general rule. Some people are simply
“crazzzzzy” about it. After all my opinion may
not count for much but I like to air my views.
’Tis all I shall say about the matter. Now to
stop prattling about such things and to get
down to scribbling a few more. By the way
please excuse this writing because my pen is

These facts all center about that idea which I

jotted down at the very top of this “monthly.” I
just know that you are as curious as can be
about that title—unless you peeped—but that
would not be “cricket.”

The title is merely a phrase used very much
at all square dances. I have attended several

of these 50-50’s during the past weeks and thus
was prompted to write this account. This type
of dance is a marvelous way, I find, to chuck

all your worries and troubles, trials and tribulations (Gee, doesn’t this sound as though I
carry huge burdens on my shoulders?), and

to forget tedious tasks of the collegiate calibre.
I know that most persons consider such gatherings as strictly “hay-seed” but golly, I certainly
enjoy participating in some of these dances.

To begin with you must have a partner—and
at the place where I have been going it isn’t
such a very difficult thing to find. Ahem. When
every “circle” in the “square” dance (sounds
inconsistent doesn’t it) has the required four

couples and the “orchestry” is all tuned up the
“caller” of the dance loosens his vocal apparatus
P. A.
In all
tions
never

and begins to sing directions over the
system. Here’s where the title comes in.
the times I have listened to these direcwhile going through the paces, I have
been able to make out more than just

that command—‘“promenade the hall.” All the
words which go before sound like so much

blah, blah. Perhaps this accounts for the dumb
mistakes which I am constantly making. My
poor partners, they certainly get a beating.
If only you could be here for just one Saturday night, I could really show you what I am

having a horrible time trying to keep up with

trying to tell you. The square dance is not the

my thoughts. They all want to be included
right away because they know that I never use
ideas when and where I should.

only number included on the program. They

Those other non-essential facts which I in-

use my left foot instead of the right. This dance
is “lots of fun,’’ because the number of persons

tended to present quite some time ago are
clamoring to be expressed. The shambles of my
mind shall now attempt to grant this wish.
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also have the regular round dance waltzes. And
then there is the four-step. Honestly, I do not
believe that I shall ever get it into my head to

in a line can reach all the way across the hall,
or it can be done with just the two persons.

The “grand march,” which always comes
right before the period of intermission, is any-

thing but that when you stop to consider that
you very rarely get to dance with the person
that you really want to. This is the type of
grand march where the women are in a line

on one side of the hall and the men are on the

have a way in which to end a week of labor.
They do not mind so very much if the orchestra
does not play all the very latest hit tunes, and
they are only mildly distracted when the
vocalist hits a sour note. In general, a good
time is had by all. Of course the music does not
measure up to any of the beautiful classical

other. I go into this only for the fun of the
thing—some fun I’ll say! It is about as much
fun as the circle waltz. To delve further into

numbers but it certainly serves the purpose.

As I said, this grand march is always the last
dance before intermission—and intermission
here always means that everyone will go to the
basement for the proverbial hamburger and

the talking—and I shall now sign off very soon,
and permit you to get a word in edgewise. You
understand me, do you not? It means that I
shall be haunting the mail-box waiting for your
reply. Do not be as slow as I, please. Well, now

my slang bag, WHAMDITTY. Some fun.

After reading back over these paragraphs I
am finally of the opinion that I am entirely too

long winded. Please excuse me for doing all

bottle of coca-cola. These two things plus a
seat at one of the long tables spells “time out”
for the foot-weary participants of the 50-50.

until the next time when I shall “take my pen
in hand,” I take my leave. With oceans of love,

Really I can’t do justice to the spectacle

Your American pen-pal,

which unfurls every Saturday night. The people

are all young, if not in body they are in spirit.
They come to this place because they want to

PEGGY.

THE ART OF SONG
Stay thou with me, great gift of God,
Oh, art of song!

Could I but only sing, no road
Can be too long.
Through darkness and uncertainty,

poll”

My voice shall rise
In song (though trem’lous it may be)
Unto the skies.
Oh, art of song, art thou a bird
Within me caught,
To breathe thy soul in every word
And every thought?
Ah, sing yet louder in my breast
Lest silence rule!

Ah, sing yet shriller in my breast
Lest friendship cool!
—AMBROSE NAKAO.
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Karl Schreiber

World Cooperation vs. Anarchy:
Mr. Moore’s Castles in Spain
During the last general assembly of February, Mr. John Moore, the noted lecturer on international affairs, gave University of Dayton
students touching evidence that a rapidly disappearing species of idealism is still making
itself articulate, as he spoke on the topic of
“World Co-operation versus Anarchy.” In the
course of his eloquent address, Mr. Moore made
both constructive and destructive criticism of
current trends in the international sphere, asserting that “the forces of fear, ignorance,

prejudice, and propaganda are drawing us
back into the past,” while we should be building for the future. Scoring the “negative pes-

simism” afflicting American college students, he
said that unless the great constructive forces of

Church and college create and develop “alternatives to war,” there is no hope of peace.

Another striking feature of Mr. Moore’s lecture
was his view of Fascism, which he defined as
fundamentally “a combination of the economic, political and military resources of a nation

to save itself.”

Not willing to leave us in the dark about the
alternatives to war, Mr. Moore cited a twopoint program: (1) A collective method of
stopping aggressors, wherein a united world

would say “Hands Off” to the dictators.

Yet

untried pacific methods remain, the speaker
claimed, though he neglected to enumerate
them. (2) We must create new ways of dealing with the economic, geographic and popula-

tion problems which precipitate wars. He concluded with a whimsical admonition, saying

that he “may be dreaming about ‘castles in
Spain,’ but remember that dreams also sometimes come true!”
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Don Coan
Alma Braun

While admiring Mr. Moore for his idealistic

sentiments, and his remarks for being made
from the larger view of humanity, the EXPONENT resents his arraignment of American college students as being negatively pessimistic,
and further regards any practical scheme for
bringing about his vaunted alternatives to war
as positively suicidal, if initiated by a single nation such as the United States. Nor is it inferred
that world co-operation will never come to
pass. But if it does, it will not be through

pacific means.

It is entirely conceivable that

some day a group of crusading idealists, having
at their command vast armies, fleets and Ssquadrons, may succeed in conquering the rest of the

world, and, by removing dissident and self-in-

terested groups through the purifying bath of

modern war in all its hellishness, zealously de-

voted to the interest of the lesser evil, create a
new order of world co-operation. Of course, it
may be necessary to have a world-dictatorship
for a few years to discourage the counter-revolutionary movements of selfish fanatics who
have survived the war. Then, when a new generation has grown up, having no remembrance
of military aspirations, those benevolent idealists can safely ordain that all armaments be
sunk in the deepest section of the ocean, gracefully accept the Nobel Peace Prize from a doting world-populace, and contentedly go back to
their knitting, knowing their duty well done.
Negative pessimism, indeed!

Had Mr. Moore been allotted more time to
develop his theme, he would no doubt have

named specific avenues of endeavor toward
world co-operation.

As an ardent advocate of

a League of Nations which would have fulfilled
its political function, he would probably have
pointed out that the only reason the League has

failed in this regard is the unwillingness of the
nations to unanimously maintain an interna-

tional police force to deter potential aggressors.
The only practical way to eliminate war is to
remove the possibility of its success.

Catholic Action In America:
U. D. Leads Co-ordinating Move ©
With the establishment on the University of
Dayton campus of a Secretariate for Catholic
Action, impetus is now being exerted to fill a
need which has been largely neglected or over-

looked in the past: namely, the joining of all
organizations having specialized phases of university Catholic Action as their goal, into a
central body which will perform the vital function of directing comprehensive activity, in order to facilitate the development of an articu-

late Catholic public opinion, which can make
itself audible in national affairs by developing
unity and responsiveness among future Catholic lay leaders, currently attending college. As

only one of its many spheres of activity, the

the magnitude of the problem necessarily involves long-range planning and perseverance
over several years before any adequate notion

can be had of the eventual worth of the NFCCS.
Suffice to say for the present that the opening
blow has been struck and that U. D. has participated.

Collegians Duel for Co-ed Love:
Sweet Springtime In the Offing
The Soap Box is about due for making the

annual observance that spring will soon be
here, and passing on the austere behest that
students exert all due diligence in stoutly resisting the well-known primitive urge. The disgusting coincidence of mid-semester exams
with the beginning of nature’s regeneration,

Dayton Secretariate seeks to create the regional centers of a body known as the National
Federation of Catholic College Students, which
is entering a virgin field of organization in

will probably be a potent factor in preventing

gaining the affiliation of even Catholic students
on non-Catholic campuses.

bial summons of Cupid.

anything but a moderate reaction to the prover-

While the program of the Dayton Secretari-

The fact that the coming of spring will be

ate represents a new approach to the general

tempered by momentary scholastic preoccupa-

task of Catholic Action, more important is the
fact that this program is so obviously the simplest and most logical means to the end, that it

appears almost incredible the work was not
undertaken long ago.

The late Pius XI once

said that “University men and women hold a
place (in Catholic Action) which is the first,
just as the Military Academy holds first place
in the army, because it is from it that good

leaders, good officers, and a good General Staff
must be provided.” If army officers worked in-

tion on the Dayton campus will no doubt be the
compensating element which was apparently
lacking in an advance demonstration of romantic adventures on a Maryland campus. _International News distributed a couple of strikingly exclusive photos giving the harrowing details of a duel between undergraduates over the
love of an unnamed co-ed. It was carried out
with all the trimmings which accompanied the

famous Burr-Hamilton argument at Weehawken.

In the early dawn the rivals faced each

dependently, and the General Staff never held
council, few campaigns would be carried out.

other in the school gymnasium, stripped to the
waist and armed with fencing foils, devoid of

Yet previous University Catholic Action in the
United States provides a striking parallel.

the conventional guards or buttons. They were

supposed to be thirsting for each other’s blood,
but honor was satisfied when each managed to

It is the purpose of the National Federation
of Catholic College Students to provide the necessary liaison and communications services between the forces representing Catholic Action,
and to supply a headquarters for their leaders
in order to make possible swift, concerted, syn- echronized offense or counter-attack when emer-

gencies arise. The new movement is still in its
formative stage, but has already developed the
habit of overcoming obstacles which seem momentarily to bar its progress. Even without
appreciable difficulty in gaining co-operation,

“pink” the other.

Now the object of their af-

fections has made her choice, and the ‘“Musketeers” are again bosom pals.
The Great
Emotion has its ups and downs.
_

But spring to some of us has more disquiet-

ing implications. A scant three months and
the class of ’39 will face a new problem of adjustment, passing suddenly from the comparative shelter of college life to—well, whatever
we're going into, most probably the ranks of
the unemployed.
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Sneering Smoke Trail
@ By Ernest Sharpe
In which our surrealistic pioneer returns
with an absorbing saga of Professor
Inigo Sinbad Southdown who was given
a new lease on academic life by the
timely appearance of a colleague, Professor Bernard Leander Petranovetzanzorsky!

U NTIL just a moment ago, Professor Inigo

other sigh, Inigo went back to his tie-tabula-

tion.

He really should have known better, too.

One can’t concentrate on railroad-tie counting

when other matters keep intruding on the consciousness; absolute attention is imperative. So
before long, Inigo began dropping just the least
bit behind and then he would have to count

S. Southdown had been as happy as a
child—a happy child, that is. Then his con-

madly to catch up. This threw him off his
stride, as it were, and he just wasn’t doing his
best. Once a cinder flew in his left eye and so

science had smitten him and, being a rather
sturdy conscience, it smote quite well. So well
did it remind the Professor of worldly matters
that he instantly straightened and, with a sigh,
forgot his engaging pastime of counting rail-

for several miles he had to carry on
of only half his normal sight. By
had got the cinder out, his mental
were slightly jumbled, so he threw
his work with redoubled energy.

road ties as they flashed past beneath the rear
platform of the speeding N. C. & C. N. passenger train. For nearly three hours now, Inigo
had been draped over the platform rail and so,
as he tottered back to his chair, he experienced

sharp, shooting pains in or around the Latissimus dorsi, or perhaps it was the Rhomboideus
Major—or Minor. But that pain was as nothing compared with the mental agony he was
experiencing; for Professor I. S. Southdown
was returning home a failure, returning to
Sanovia College, and his position as professor
Three years
of languages, to admit defeat.
ago the board of trustees of Sanovia had sent
him out to find what practically amounted to

the Holy Grail, only it wasn’t really; it was a
new language. That is, they wanted him to discover a new language to teach to their students
so that Sanovia’s enrollment would at least remain constant, if not increase. He had failed—
mentally he added, miserably. Like the boy

with the banner, he had gone on and on, but,
also like the b. with b., he had fallen face downOr he would when the
ward in the snow.
board of trustees were told that three years’
travel and $12,000 had not produced the badly-

needed course. So, slumped there on the swaying rear platform seat, the Professor moaned

softly to himself and wracked his brain for
some loophole through which he might crawl.
But nothing suggested itself, and if Inigo was

with the aid
the time he
calculations
himself into
Eagerly he

leaned far out over the rail and, all thoughts of
new languages and trustees gone, slowly regained all of the lost territory. But had he
been glancing ahead (a thing very difficult to
do while counting ties) he would have noticed
a sudden bend in the track which the train
rushed eagerly to meet. Just as he stretched
just a bit farther out to recheck the last 47

ties, the N. C. & C. N. special passenger train
swung suddenly to the right...

When Professor Inigo S. Southdown woke,
his head throbbed strangely and he ached in,
what has been called, every part of his body.
Struggling painfully to his feet, Inigo limped
slowly up the side of the ditch into which he

had fallen and, with a groan, regained the
track. Far to the west he saw a long streamer
of white, trailing smoke stretching out behind

the disappearing train, and as he watched ruefully, it seemed to curl and form the word
“Ya-a-a”! Indignant at this obvious revelry in
his misfortune, Inigo started briskly to pursue
the sneering smoke, but after a few faltering
steps he realized the futility of chasing trains
once they are rolling. So he seated himself on
the rail and moodily surveyed the surrounding

landscape; what he saw sickened the soul.
True to form, the Professor had done the worst
possible thing—fallen off the train into a wilderness, or a prairie or something.

to find any solution it would have to suggest

Nowhere was there a sign of life, just roll-

itself, for, even with his medal for Medieval

ing plains and shimmering heat waves rising
from the sandy, almost barren soil. Here and
there the monotony of the land was broken by
small scrubby brush and an occasional, half-

Manuscript Interpretation, he was not what the
world would call a quick thinker. His tired
brain simply refused to function, so with anPage fourteen

hearted attempt on the part of nature to raise
a small hill into a mountain. But nowhere was
there anything that could possibly tell Profes-

Southdown—“‘it is impossible.” “What isid?”’
insisted Barney, “Maybe I could do sumpin’—
I’m purty handy wit me dukes!”’ he finished
hopefully.

could now postpone the dreaded meeting with
the board of trustees, and Inigo was frankly
worried. Getting hurriedly to his feet, he be-

“No, it isn’t anything like that; you see, I

sor I. his location; he was lost. It was a distressing thought, even remembering that he

gan the arduous and seemingly interminable
return to civilization. After the first hour he
had slowed to a shuffle; before two hours were
gone, Inigo was through. He sat down by the
side of the track and cursed weakly. It was
the first time in thirty-two years that such pro-

fanity had passed his lips, but the Professor

must find a new language to teach to my stu-

dents at Sanovia and I just can’t find it,” explained I. S. “Cheez,” whispered Barney, “I

don’t know nuttin’ ’bout dat stuff. I could maybe carry a banner er chuck a dummy er shove

someun across but when it comes to dis lang-

widge stuff. I just ain’t but fifty-cards-in-dedeck.” “What’s that?” gasped Inigo—‘‘what

are you talking about?”

“Aw, dat’s just me

was not himself. Just as he had run through
his entire vulgar vocabulary and was repeating it to stress the proper syllables, Inigo was

waya sayin’ dat I kin do de stuff dat hoboes do,
but when it comes to dis learnin’ line, I ain’t in

to his feet, he whirled and gasped ‘‘Na-a-ah!”’

the Professor. ‘Aw, chee, guv’,” stammered
Barney, embarrassed by the sudden spotlight

startled by a rough voice behind him. Leaping
There before him stood a burly and viciouslooking tramp. As Inigo goggled, the tramp
spoke slowly, almost apologetically. “Cheez,
yuh got a real stringa stuff dere, guv’nor,” he

said huskily. “Thank you,” quavered Professor Southdown, slowly recovering his composure. ‘“Could—could you tell me where we
are?” At that, the tramp laughed loudly and
quipped, “Yeh, we’re ina mess—’bout twenty
mile from nowhere.” “I see what you mean,”
answered Inigo, “Yes, I see what you mean.”
‘‘Ain’t no use cryin’ though,” said the tramp,
d handle, Ill
“what’s yer game—nev-min
the
call yuh guv’nor—me name’s Barney, a hobo,

de game,” explained Barney easily. “But,
those words—where did you get them?” asked

cast upon his vocabulary, “all dat is is tramptalk an’ stuff we picks up around de place.”
Hesitantly, Inigo broached a delicate question,
“Would—would you be kind enough to teach
itto me?” “Sure ting, guv’nor, only it ain’t so
good no place but on the road—won’t nobody
‘round dis Sanovy place get hep if yez start
dishin’ it out t’?em,” said Barney.

“Never mind

about that,” Inigo assured him, “just you explain those words.”
“Awkay, guv’, yuh asked fer it,’ warned
Barney. “I'll give it t’yuh like a story kinda,

dat’s me—pleeztameecha.”

see? Well, ’round "bout evenin’, I gets Co.

Slightly bewildered by the sudden confidence
of the hobo, Inigo stuck out his hand and then

maybe a toucha shack-fever, tired, see, so I
hunts up a jungle, a tramp-camp, and calls in

and D., dat’s cold, hungry and dry, get it, and

hastily retrieved it, counting his fingers as he

did so, for Barney was a conscientious handsqueezer. “My game?” queried Inigo, “I don’t
quite understand. I was counting ties, when I
fell off the train, if that’s what you mean,” he
“Naw, what’s yer line—
finished weakly.
wadaya do?” asked Barney. “Oh, I teach languages at Sanovia College,” replied Inigo.

“That’s where I was going when I fell off.”
“Cheez, a Man atta knowledge box,” gasped
‘“Ah-ah, yes,” ansthe awe-struck Barney.
wered Professor Southdown, “I am a professor.” “Chee an’ yuh look hooman!” marveled
“Oh, I am really,”
the incredulous Barney.
too human, I fear,
bit
‘“‘a
him,
Inigo reassured
‘Aw, dat’s too
trouble.”
for I am in terrible

bad,” sympathized Barney, “could I help?”
“No, I am

afraid

not,” said

the

sorrowful

to punish me teeth, I means eat, see?

Ifit’s a

good jungle, maybe I gets mulligan er peoria,
a coupla blankets, some axle grease an’ a little
Pennsylvania salve an’ maybe some ink dat
won’t give me barrel fever. Dat means, de food

might be stew, pancakes, butter, apple butter

But
and maybe, just maybe, a little wine.
dat’s only in a good jungle. Dat barrel fever
stuff is like rum dumb—yuh know, seein’

snakesunstuff.

Den, if I’m George, [ll Oscar

soon as I gets rid of de pork-chop horrors an’

plant me daisy roots farder on down de line
’cause jungles ain’t just de best place to be
right after dark—too many bulls comin’ round

with de idea of rubbin’ tramps down wit’ der
oak towels er givin’ em a magazine in de boardin’ house. Dat means, if I’m wise I leaves soon
as I ain’t hungry no more and finds a place
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away from de camp to bed down fer de night

cause de cops might come tuh doalittle club

Swingin’ er tuh take some of de boys off tuh
jail fer six months er so ona vagruncy rap. An’

when I does find a place tuh sleep, I’m sure
dere’s lotsa alley apples ’round me in case I

gets a crack at a bake-head durin’ de night. I
means dat I keep some stones handy, in case a
fireman sticks his neck outa de train as it goes
past. And I wanta tell yuh ’bout some comets

dat I seen de other day—dey was millionaire

hoboes from Savony Colliteh—I means dey was
studen’s ridin’ de rods tuh save fare on de way

home, kinda chiselin’ on papa, get it? So, I
guess dat’s ’bout all—any questions, guv?”
“Yes, Barney, what was this fifty-cards-in-

the-deck you were talking about at first?”

asked Professor Inigo S. Southdown, his eyes
sparkling with excitement. “Aw, dat’s means
dat a guy who’s only fifty-cards-in-de-deck

ain’t all dere, see?” smugly explained Barney
.
“Ah, now I understand,” chuckled the profes
sor. “Barney, my boy, you are an angel—a
prophet sent to lead me into the promised

land.

You have saved my life.”

“Hey, it ain’t

dat good, Prof, I dint do nuthin’,” deprecated
Barney. “All I did was give yuh a knock-down

tuh de talk we use.”

in case they fall off a train some day, so I’m

going to sell the idea to the Sanovia trustees to

let me install a new course in—in jungle-jargon

or whatever we might call it,” explained Inigo
excitedly. ‘Well, guv’, don’t tink me rude er
nuthin’, but how are yuh goin’ tuh get back tuh
Sanovy—it’s a hunnert mile from here,” said
Barney, always the practical-minded person.
“A hundred miles!” scoffed Inigo; “what is
a hundred miles to a man who knows a new

language? We can do it on our heads!” “Chee,
whatya mean ‘we,’ kin I go too?” asked Barney

tremulously.

“Why, of course, you can be my

assistant professor and translator,” answered
Professor Inigo Sinbad Southdown. -

“Golly,” whispered Barney, “tink a dat, Perfesser Bernard Leander Petranovetzanzorsky!”
“I—TI think that ‘Barney’ is much better,” muttered Inigo as, arm in arm, they walked briskly
into the golden sunset .. . and Nature sighed
happily.

SINNER’S HOPE
Gloomy, dreary had the long day been,
And tyrannized the weary world had lain
Beneath its massive clouds of om’nous sin;

Long, how long this heavy day of pain
Had borne him down deep in the soggy moor,
Until he groaned aloud in cold despair
And staggered onward to the hopeless shore
Of the wide world to die in some cavern there.
But suddenly in the distant western sky,

Against a naked tree atop a barren hill

The lowing sun broke through the clouds to die

In glowing blood ... All nature then was still.
With a new hope he peered into the night

Then determinedly he turned to face life’s
fight.

—ROBERT KNOPP.
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‘“That’s what I mean—

everyone should know how to talk like a tramp

| Died
® By Joseph Wohlschlaeger

Some people do not like articles that
seem to preach. However, any article
that depicts the horrors of war is welcome to the pages of the Exponent.
Read this and do your own thinking.

have thought that Russia’s silence in 1939 was
the lull before the storm of 1940. The wildest

dreamer could not have predicted that Joseph

Stalin would be sitting in London now ruling

three-fourths of the world with an iron hand.”
T= LONG awaited day had arrived at last.
It was my twenty-first birthday and it was to

This comment by Mike was interrupted by the
attention of everyone being drawn to the radio.

be the occasion of a family reunion. After din-

“This program is being interrupted, ladies

ner, that night, the men settled themselves in
the living room and the women went about their
duty of washing the dishes. During the course
of the evening the conversation among the men
veered from sports to the present world crisis.

and gentlemen, to bring you the latest news
from Washington.” After a slight pause the
announcer continued: ‘‘Washington has refused

My brother Amadee, the artist, opened the
conversation by saying that he had heard
recently that the entire Vatican art collection
was destroyed in an air raid almost a month

ago.

“This stoppage of all news from Europe has
me worried,’ remarked John, the ex-sailor of

the ultimatum and war has been declared. The
President calls on everyone to remain calm and
to support the government in the hour of its
greatest crisis. From the Navy Department
has come the warning that raiding squadrons
of enemy air-craft carriers are off the coast.

The Army issued a communique saying that
the Second Army Corps has contacted enemy
landing parties at Portland, Maine, and Provi-

dence, R. I. Keep tuned to this station for
further news.”

the family. ‘Something is brewing over there
that we know nothing about.”

“Well,” said Amadee as he lit a cigarette
with shaking hands, ‘“‘they are not wasting any

“That is not all that has me worried,’ said
Mike, the engineer. “Do you know that the all
Red Union of Europe and Asia has issued an
ultimatum to the United States ‘inviting’ us to
join their union?”

time. Those ships and men must have left
Europe long ago to arrive here at this time. I
believe the ultimatum was another of Joe

Stalin’s tricks to mislead us into believing that
he wants only a peaceful union with the United

States, when all the time he was planning our
“And that is not all,’ my father said as he
joined the conversation. ““‘We must accept that
ultimatum tonight or fight the rest of the world
to remain free.”’

conquest by force.”

“There is nothing to worry about tonight,” I
said, entering the conversation for the first
time. “Anyway, tonight is my birthday and I

“You can blame this all on our government

am not in the mood to join the army right now,

of 1939,” hotly exclaimed John. “The fools
dealt freedom its death blow when they were
blind enough to believe that Communism was
democracy painted red and was therefore to

although I will be in it soon enough.”
“You are right about that,” one of the boys
remarked, “but I do not like the close proximity of those air-craft carriers. I wish we were
further inland than two hours flying time from
the coast.”

be supported against Fascism. That support
greatly aided Russia in her conquest of Europe
and Asia. The American people got their wish
when Hitler and Mussolini were assassinated,

but they were fools to believe that democracy
would replace Fascism in Europe.”
“You’re right. We were fools, but who would

This bit of expressed fear was interrupted
by the ex-sailor calling for silence and listen-

ing intensely. Soon they all heard what he was
hearing—the loud humming of hundreds of
airplane motors. We all dashed madly out of
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the house and turned our eyes towards the
direction of the sound. The moon was out in
full and across its pale face could be seen
racing the silhouettes of a great armada of

bombing planes. Soon they were directly over
us and began dropping thermite bombs which

burned with intense heat when they burst.

ing across the face of the moon came another
flight of bombers. Arriving over the city, they
released their missiles of death. This time
there was no bright glare as the bombs hit;
only a dud sound anda

the burst of a bomb. It was not long before
one burst near us and released its deadly
fumes.

“Look,” cried John, “one just hit the roof of
our house. Get the women and children out
before it burns down.”

loud hissing followed

The women and

children screamed,

but the men could only stand with the look of
death written on their faces.

The great stream

“You do that,’ said Amadee, “while we get

of people rushing past us soon turned into a
mass of sobbing and choking humanity. One
by one, and then in large groups, they began to

buckets of sand and try to smother that bomb.
Sand is the only thing that will extinguish
thermite bombs.”

truding from the sockets and a deathly color of
purple on their skin.

“It’s no use,” I interrupted, “the whole roof
is on fire and there is nothing we can do now.”
By this time the first group of bombers had
passed on and the whole city was in flames.
The fire department was completely inadequate to cope with such a conflagration. Thous-

ands of people crowded into streets and open
spaces to escape the flames. The night was
pierced with the screams of those unfortunates
who could not escape and were trapped in their
homes. Our family gathered in the park at the
rear of our house and watched a steady stream
of people pouring down the street that led to
open country. Thinking the raid was over, we
stayed where we thought we would be safe.

“T was in China during the recent Sino-Japanese war,” said the ex-sailor, “and not one of
their air raids and flights of refugees can com-

pare with this one. It would be a massacre if
more bombers came and released gas bombs on
these unprotected people. Not one is supplied
with a gas mask.”
“That is another thing for which we can con-

demn the government of 1939,” said Mike. “Do
you know that our army has only one mask for
every four soldiers and our navy hardly any at

all?

We never did learn the lessons other wars

should have taught us. We are just as unprepared for this one as we were for the last one.”

“Enough of this talk,” I said.

“Our lives

fall to the ground to die with their eyes pro-

“There is no use

pered Amadee.

trying to

escape,” whis-

“The fumes are all around us

and we have nothing to prevent them from entering our lungs.”

“There’s a pool of water,’ I said. “Wet
your handkerchiefs and hold them over your
mouth.” I knew this would not prevent the
gas from killing us eventually, but when death
is near, man will try anything to prolong his
short life here on earth. All followed my instructions.

My two nephews were the first to die. During the air raid they had followed their mothers with great fear showing in their once bright

and happy eyes. The gas reached their lungs
and they sank slowly to the ground. Their
mothers knelt beside the two little boys and
tried to comfort them, but it was of little use.
With a look of bewilderment in their eyes and
a faint smile on their lips, they died. After a
few years on this earth, their little, unused
souls went back to the Maker from whence
they came.
Soon after this sad incident, one after another, we all began to cough and choke, and
losing our strength, we fell to the ground. I
was the last to remain standing, but before I
lost all my strength, I looked about to see a

most horrible sight.

Before my eyes was en-

acted Dante’s Inferno on earth. The entire
city was burning; explosion followed explosion

as gasoline tanks blew up.

Casting my eyes to

and the lives of all our families are in danger

the ground, I beheld the sight of thousands of

and our first thought must be to get them to a

distorted, purple bodies.

place of safety.”

rested last and longest on my mother—she who

I had hardly spoken these words when the
fears of my brother John were fulfilled. Mov-

me the comforts of life. I suddenly realized
then that it is only when near death that one
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Turning, my gaze

had raised me and sacrificed everything to give

does really appreciate a mother, but then it is
too late. My knees buckled, I fell to the
ground and lay there on my back looking up at

father, who were already dead: felt a shudder

run through my body and then—I died.
“Hey, Joe, wake up,” said a far-away voice.
At first I thought it was an angel, although

the stars.
Scientists have said that, when near death,
the events of one’s life flash through the brain
as on a movie screen. I found that they were
wrong, because the only thing I could think of

it sounded like the devil, but it was only my

roommate calling me for an 8 o’clock class at
7:50.

was the search for the reason of my death.
Question after question came into my thoughts.
Why must there be war? Why did another
man, who never knew me or never hated me,
have to push a lever and release the bomb that

is killing me?

Why was our government fool

enough not to let the Communists and Fascists
destroy each other, instead of supporting one
and then being destroyed by that same one? I
was never to answer these questions, because I

turned for one last look at my mother and

“Boy, what a dream I just had,” I said to my

roommate.

‘I hope it never comes true.” But

the instant I said that the thought came to my
mind that parts of the dream were already

true and had already happened.

Americans

are calling Communists fellow defenders of democracy. Our army is in a terrible condition,
and is unable to defend America from air raids.

Russia is as silent as a tomb and is planning the
erection of more tombs to cover the earth.
Keep awake, America, and stop dreaming!

LENT
(With Apologies to Carl Sandburg)
. . . the scales show results here

Fr

. . . but this one’s disappointed.

The season’s long.

A lean man tightens up his belt,

VI.

To the fourth notch.

Tongues wrangle dark at a man.

He gives the absolution plus a dispensation.

II.

Sad cases, sadder consequences...

A cracker and a cup of coffee.

he gives the dispensation.

There are eight ounces in between.
It is very welcome,

VII.
Women say: I am getting thinner.

That full meal in the evening.

III.
Forty days is a long time.

.. fasting .. fasting .. forty days.

VIII.

To be fasting all the time.

The season of lent is over at noon on Holy
Saturday.

i:
Easter is a dream.
Nothing happens unless first a dream.

It takes only one day to make up for the season
of lent...

V.
The fast gnaws hard around the

belt

this

season.
Wives get out their lenten menus.
No fast for those in first or second childhood.

—RICHARD O’SHAUGHNESSY.
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Book Reviews
HERO BREED
By Pat Mullen
Robt. M. McBride and Co.

Perhaps few of us believe an Irishman can
write about “the old country” without outparadising paradise. ‘“‘A bit of heaven,” says
he and feels you know Ireland from tip to
stern. “Prove it!’ say we and leer at him for

Not only is the story fresh, lively, and exciting but it is couched in a style that urges the
reader along keeping him ever abreast of the
myriad incidents forming its cleverly developed

plot. The principal characters are great and
strongly typical. Mullen’s literary art seems to
reach its zenith, however, in his powerful
description of the great storm towards the end

of the book. One is reminded of the famous
storm scene in “David Copperfield.”

his illogical procedure. Shall we ever put away
our yardsticks and learn to live? After all there
is no green cheese in the moon either and love
does not really come in oceans.

Pat Mullen offers us a peep at Ireland and
her people that cannot fail to fascinate. His
fund of Irish material is copious and the use
he makes of it creates an atmosphere that lends

an almost epic character to the story. As it progresses the reader senses that his finger has
been placed, so to say, upon the pulse of a
people and in reaction to the delicate intimacy

The English critics have received this novel
very favorably, agreeing that our modern literature has nothing to compare with it. And no
one of us need read far into it to convince himself his decision is well founded.
—JAMES M. DARBY.

THE WORLD COURT
By Manley O. Hudson
World Peace Foundation

of this contact pleasing emotions of wonder and

delight, surprise and sympathy continually play
upon his fancy.
The plot centers around Hugh O’Donnell,
who early in life loses his father in a storm off
the west coast of the Emerald Isle. Hugh and
his uncle support themselves and Mrs. O’Donnell for sometime by smuggling poteen to
nearby islands, but the business soon becomes a
bit too risky and so the three settle among the
Aran men to gain a livelihood as fishermen.

To students and readers of world politics

and international relations the study of the
World Court and its functions should prove
intensely interesting. Mr. Hudson has set forth
in a clear, concise manner the establishment,
nature, scope of jurisdiction and work of the
World Court. Likewise he has included in sum-

mary form the case histories of the sixty disputes that have been brought before this tribunal for adjudication in the sixteen years of
its existence.

Here Orla Tower comes into the picture and
with Mrs. O’Donnell coaxes all Hugh’s finest
qualities into the foreground. Later on Hugh
answers the beck of the seas. False news of his
drowning shrouds all Aran in well-nigh pal-

This court has deeply imbedded itself in the
world’s treaty law and is now firmly established. In the years of its operation it has more
than justified the expectations of its founders.

pable gloom. When he finally returns, even

Nor is its influence confined to the cases which

Orla has lost hope and, to make matters worse,

are submitted to it, for the very fact of its

has promised her hand to his rival. But Hugh

existence facilitates the direct settlement of

overcomes the difficulty most heroically!

disputes.
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Being a member of the World Peace Foundation it is the purpose of the author through this
book to educate the people of all nations to a
full knowledge of the waste and destructiveness of war and to indicate and promote international justice.

It is a well written story that never once loses
its grip upon the reader, who, in imagination
constantly stays with, and fights with the lone
inhabitant of Advance Base.

—SHIRLEY WURSTNER

—ROBERT J. STOECKLEIN.

RUMBIN GALLERIES
ALONE

By Booth Tarkington
Doubleday Doran

By Richard E Byrd
Putnam.

“Alone” is the account of the personal experiences encountered by Rear Admiral Richard
E. Byrd, U.S. N. (ret.) during his solitary stay
at Advance Base, latitude 80°08’ South, during
the Antarctic winter-long night of 1934.

The expedition to Little America was purely
a scientific mission to study meteorological and

auroral phenomena.

The farther south the

readings could be taken, the more accurate

they would be, because it is the activities of
the elements at the poles that determine the
weather in other parts of the hemispheres.
And thus we have the reason for Advance

Base—the coldest, loneliest, and darkest place
on the face of the earth, and the setting for
“Alone,” a fantastic true story of a man who

lived where the elements played at 85° below
zero.
“Skyward,” “Little America” and “Discovery” are factual, impersonal narratives of expeditions and flights experienced by the author
and his crew of men on other trips, but this
book is the story of an experience, supplemented by an intense subjectiveness, in which the

Sparkling with his usual humor and shining
with his usual wisdom, Booth Tarkington, the
old favorite of the young, again illuminates and
invigorates us with a story that may some day
be ranked with “Penrod” and “Seventeen.”
But Mr. Tarkington does not here write a rol-

licking study in boy psychology ora thrilling
romance of puppy love—this time it is a smiling scrutiny into a most elusive and extraordinary character nearing that ripening period
called middle age and displaying that ripening
in his disturbing (and often disturbed) middle

section. This Mr. Rumbin, owner, proprietor,
and salesman of Rumbin Galleries, is an art
dealer of rare and diversified talents. He gives
abundant proof of his own and Mr. Tarkington’s extensive and practical knowledge of human nature, of artistic values, of the history of

aesthetics, of high-pressure salesmanship, all in
an amusing Greek accent. His brains are truly
as outstanding as his stomach, though in a different way. When his only client seems about
to go elsewhere for pictures, Rumbin can sink

into the hopeless pessimism of Nietzshe only to
rise with the patronizing blandness of

Mr.

Pickwick, turning an apparently impossible situation into a business boom.

suffer with him. It relates how the mental
status of a strong man—a man used to cold,

But Mr. Rumbin possesses much more than
brains—he has a huge heart which in its generous throbs will allow him no more treacherous business weapon than “double-talking,” a
weapon which nevertheless finds frequent and
devastating use in defense of the powers of
good: the prosperity of Rumbin Galleries and
the ignorant bliss of harmless art collectors.
But lovable, fat Rumbin would never stoop to
“double-talking” to conquer a client for a fake
picture. In fact, when selling “George Washington” he cannot even use his ‘‘double-talk-

and hunger, and hardship, can be nearly broken by loneliness, monotony, and darkness.

ing’’ to save himself from a great loss—of
which act of virtue Tarkington avails himself to

author most nearly lost his life.
It is the story of what he did and what he
thought during his stay in the partly underground hut on bleak, wind-swept Ross Barrier. It tells of how he nearly died because of

the fumes from the gasoline-run radio generator, and describes so clearly his physical and

mental sufferings that the reader is made to
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bring home a great moral, twisting the apparent loss into an eventual gain.
No Tarkington story could be complete without a bit of romance, and this one is no exception. On the first page Howard Cattlet is
searching for the job which makes him the
fellow employee of the girl he engages on the
last page. Unfortunately, however, the slow,
handsome, honest Howard, about whom the

The whole story may be characterized as a
series of exciting art-dealers’ pangs moving
Rumbin Galleries in an uncertain ascent from
Seventeenth to Fifty-sixth Street (New York,
of course), beautifully tinged by a background
consisting of an equally uncertain romance.

Both ascent and romance finally end in happy
certainty.

whole story is actually centered, is so typical
that the personnel of the story is only rescued
from the obnoxious epithet “stereotyped” by
the various and interesting individuality of
the typical high-powered salesman, Mr. Rum-

Though we may not find in Rumbin Galleries the depth that we look for in really masterful literature, we do find a beautiful simplicity
mingled with a humorous vivacity and bound
up in a mounting series of interesting climaxes
that give us a thing of charm with which to

bin.

spend several pleasant hours.

—ROBERT KNOPP.

‘REAL PIPEJOY

TO GAIN,
:
NOTHING TO LOSE
— 1S HOW I SIZED
up RA‘S NO-RISK
OFFER.
PIPE-JOY

Coolness ... metlowness ...
andplenty ofrich,full body ! That’s

the combination it takes to put
real joy in a pipe. Get it with
Prince Albert—the tobacco that’s
“‘no-bite” treated to remove harshness. Prince Albert is “crimp cut,”
too, to pack easier, smoke slow and
even, and cake your pipe up right.

P. A. is a “buy” in any man’s language. Get that big red Prince

Albert tin today and start on a
career of smooth smoking now!

50

Yio

P.A. PLEASES—OR IT’S ON US!
Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince
Albert. If you don’t findit the mellowest,
tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked,
return the pocket tin with the rest of

the tobacco in it to us at any time within
a month from this date, and we will refund full purchase price, plus postage.
(Signed) R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co.,
Winston-Salem, North Carolina
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pipefuls of fragrant
tobacco in every 2-oz.
tin of Prince Albert
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POTPOURRI
HAMBURGER HARRY VISITS
AGAIN
The most amazing bit of stickup that I have
ever seen, even in my long years of night work
You
in Chicago, happened the other night.
and
shift,
night
the
on
see, I work in a factory,

about 4 o’clock I am relieved by the second
shift. Needinga little refreshment, I always
stop in the “White Tower” on the corner. It
saves time, and my wife’s humor, for me to eat

and go home, ready to crawl into bed.

IS THE RADIO STRONGER THAN
THE PRESS?
One of the world’s influential social forces is
losing considerable prestige and power. It
wasn’t so long ago that the world was depen
ns
dent upon the newspaper. At one time natio
but
,
press
acknowledged the services of the

now it is cursed more often than praised. The

I was sitting on my favorite stool near the
end and having a little chat with Bert. He’s

the proprietor.

“Whew! Have another hamburger.”
—AGNES DREW

At this hour there are not so

people of the world devoted a major proportion of its leisure time to reading the news, editorial comments, serial stories, and the comic

page.

many visitors at the “White Tower,” and I was
rather amazed to see a quiet, old man enter,
carrying a large brown sack. His appearance
might well be compared to the famous
“Wimpy” of the comic strip, as well might his
love of hamburgers. With a gleeful glint in his

The radio is responsible for this turnover. It
has destroyed geographical boundaries as insurmountable fortresses. Today Fascist or
Communist countries can penetrate the uni-

eye, he ordered a large hamburger with the
“works” and a cup of coffee.

casts into a home.

Bert looked at him a minute, and his usual

jovial air seemed a bit dampened. It did not
bother me, though, and I kept right on talking

about the always interesting subject of weather.

I noticed Bert’s reticence again.

I took an-

other look at the strange visitor, and still not

noticing anything so drastically wrong with his
appearance, I tried to draw him into our discus-

sion of the recent blizzard.

He was just gulp-

ing his last bite of hamburger and washing it

down with his last sip of coffee.

With a great

smacking of lips, he then looked around, apparently ignoring me. He very casually reached
in his hip pocket and I expected to see him slap
down 15 cents on the counter, but instead—a

gun!

He pointed it at Bert with one hand and

held open the brown paper sack with the other,
telling the latter to hand over the money.
When he saw only $3.00 he had the most crestfallen look I ever saw. He said, “I got $12.00

the last time, but thanks for the hamburger.
See you again, Butch.” With that he walked
out. When Bert recovered his breath, he said:

verse with propaganda by short wave. The radio can bring accurate, on-the-spot news broad-

The world has listened to

Adolf Hitler, Benito Mussolini, Neville Chamberlain, as clearly as the citizens of this coun-

try listen to President Roosevelt in a fireside

chat.
The push of a button on a radio brings a

great variety of entertainment into the urban
districts and country homes. People in this
country can hear the voices of famous opera,

motion picture and theatre personalities, besides the many entertainers the industry has
developed.
Will the press and the radio unite? Will

two vital social instruments choose to struggle
in a battle for supremacy? Radio is young, but
it has made the publisher seek a way to change
it from a competitor to an associate. A number

of powerful radio stations has been bought by

newspapers. But the press is fast becoming a
subordinate. It is dedicating itself to pictorial
art and forming conservative public opinion.
Looking into the near future, the world sees

the birth of television. What then?
—DOUGLAS McCREIGHT
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HOT-HEADED SONS OF ERIN
Two great features distinguish the history of

the Irish race and of the Irish people. The first
of these is that they are quick, impulsive, generous, and fraternal; secondly they are a
warlike race, always ready to fight, and often

man’s cry they arose like one man; for who
ever asked a lot of Irishmen to get up a row
and was disappointed?
They engaged the King’s army in a battle,
in which hundreds were slain. It was only then ©

to fight for the sake of the fight. Even as far

that Columba perceived the terrible mistake he
had made. Like an Irishman he first had the

back as the seventh century we find evidence
of these notable characteristics of this noble

fight, and then began to reflect on it afterwards. In penance for his crime he was exiled

race of people.

from his beloved homeland.

According to historical data there lived in
the seventh century one of the most famous

fault, the Irish display of temper is not always

saints of Ireland, St. Columba. He wasa relative of the King, and of the royal house of
O’Neil. He consecrated himself to God at an
early age and became a monk. Speedily he rose
in the fame of his learning and his sanctity.
At this time a celebrated Irish saint, named St.
Finnian, had a rare and precious copy of the
Psalms written upon leaves of parchment. St.
Columba wanted a copy of this work for himself. He went to St. Finnian and asked to copy
it. He was refused. The book was too precious
to be copied. However he was permitted to
read the book. Having obtained possession of

the book he at once began to copy it. By the
time that he had finished copying it, St. Finnian had learned of his trickery and demanded

Although in this case St. Columba was at
in the wrong. At a recent ku-klux klan demon-

stration in Urbana, Ohio, where the “kluxers’”’
were performing their noted

ceremonies of

burning a cross, a loud commotion was heard
in their ranks. Suddenly a lone burly Irishman
burst through the throng and_
knocked
down the cross which was being consumed by

flames. Standing upon the knoll where the
cross had been placed, he challenged the entire

group to “come on” one at a time.
Standing in the glare of the dying embers
which exactly matched the burning hate in his
eyes for those surrounding him, he made an
impressive figure which struck fear to the
hearts of these hooded maniacs.
Cowering

at the audacity of this noble son of Erin the
crowd rapidly dispersed.

both the original and the copy. St. Columba
gave him the original but refused to part with
his copy. They appealed to the King, who
passed a decree that the copy should be turned

The valiant display of courage on the part
of this individual shows not only the temper

over to St. Finnian. In defiance to the King’s

that arouses the Irish people to action in an

order St. Columba took the copy and away he
went up into Ulster, to raise a clan to the
O’Neils. They were a powerful clan in the
country, and the moment they heard their kins-

emergency, but also their love and esteem for
that which distinguishes the Irish race from all
others, and that is their Catholicity.

—C. RICHARD HIRT.
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